252                     NOTHING CAME OF IT.

With as little loss of time as possible, we were
again on our horses and made for the other beat
The Nawab was not keen enough to come with
us, and he and his following rode straight off to
Gala, about thirty miles, where he would find
everything comfortable. Ismael Khan also left
us on a little expedition of his own to our
second camp, which was not five miles from our
present position, and later on I had the news
that he had bagged two tigers there to his own
rifle.

We got to our beat at half-past four. This
was much too late in the day to expect sport,, but
it was worth chancing. I was in a beautiful
white tree, perched about twenty feet from the
ground, with a clear space all round, in fact it
was the very tree from which the Nawab had had
his shot two days before, but, alas! nothing came
out. It was some time after the beat before they
came to me with the ladder, and in the mean-
while I amused myself by carving my name and,
the date, April 15th, 1887, < 'Any' fashion, on the